IN   THE   MYOMBO   FOREST

where they flew from branch to branch with tails like
comets and faces like the Cheshire Cat. They were
young galagos, disturbed from their sleep.

The ghostly cry of these beautiful creatures rises at
night sometimes close to my camp, reminding me of what
I have read about a Patagonian bird whose voice is so
terrible that it freezes the blood in the stoutest heart. This
lemur must be a very near relation of that bird.

It begins in low, whimpering accents, which grow
louder and louder and swell to a volume of heartrending
wail, so intense in its expression of sorrow that it makes
the listener's hair stand on end. If restless, wandering
ghosts of the departed, burdened with a load of sin and
remorse, may communicate their agony in a way intelligible
to mortal ears, it is thus that their lament must sound. I
have been wondering whether there is any connection
between that lemur's dreadful complaint and the designa-
tion lemures, which ancient mythology has given to the
unhappy souls of the dead excluded from Elysium.